OLD GERMANY

the artist was a pathological case.
At about this time Shaw's Candida was announced by the
Schauspielhaus, and on going to the first night I found that
the director, misreading a stage dkection which describes
the poet Marchbanks as having apparently slept in the
heather, had dressed him as a sportsman who only needed
a rifle to be in perfect trim for deer-stalking. Otherwise
the pky had been understood well enough. I wrote to
Shaw to give an account of this production, and received by
return mail one of those lively postcards which all who know
him, and others too, have accumulated in the course of
years. This message from the Dichter was a sufficient pass-
port to the authorities of the theatre, I was invited to
rehearsals of all foreign plays, and at the director's suggestion
I was emboldened to write two articles on English and Irish
drama for the Neueste Nachrichten, where they duly appeared.
So it happened that my first earnings as a writer were for
work in a language not my own. A student of philosophy
had looked over the script for me ; and sharing the fifty
marks which arrived at my Munich address by money
order, we had a convivial evening at a wine shop, for as he
said philosophically, that is always better for men of letters
than a beerhouse. On the way home I was obliged to stop
and tell him how strongly the Dichter Shaw would have
disapproved our entire proceeding, had he known of it; but
he sawed the air with vague gestures and imaginary further
toasts to die schone Philosophic. During the evening we had
become sworn brothers in the student fashion. Physicists
and mathematicians now began to ask me why I was no
longer attending their lectures, but writing for the papers
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